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to join the Badminton Club. Incidentally he had a delightful sense of humour (besides being something of a Romeo). He and I had many glorious gossips, lasting far into the small hours, after Club meetings, he—man of the world— pulling at his pipe, while I munched innumerable apples. Then Frank landed a job in Cairo and began to bombard me with enthusiastic, descriptive letters. It dawned on me that he had stepped into a glamorous new world of sunshine and opportunity, responsibility and authority, pleasure and independence.
I wrestled with many doubts and fears. Then, studying the newspaper one morning, I noticed an advertisement for a reporter on an Indian paper. My ignorance of India was profound and from my slight book knowledge I viewed that seething triangle with faint repugnance. Yet the advertisement haunted me and finally became a challenge. I took a pen in trembling hands and wrote my application, expecting that this signal act of courage would be instantly recognised by the advertiser. Days lengthened to weeks, and then at last, with dismay, I realised that even India, only fit (in my febrile imagination) for wild animals and gin-pickled Blimps, did not want me!
Sadly, one day, I took the bus to Fleet Street determined to make a direct assault.
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* TOAC.r                      •    ^^   *     -     --    '  •d to duty as I should be, retained me as a full-bk reporter at the National Union of Journalists' minimun £4 5s. a week. This was wealth indeed, but merely a fi spur to ambition. I made unceasing efforts, both by perse calls and letters, to get a footing in Fleet Street, but al no purpose. Time dragged on till I noted with misgivi that I was approaching my twenty-second birthday and ; saw no end to the round of bazaars, inquests, council m< ings, police-courts and organ recitals.
